HERACLES
who was once called blessed because of you.
Help us, come! Come, even as a ghost;
even as a dream, your coming would suffice.
For these are cowards who destroy your sons.                       495
Amphitryon
Send your prayers, my child, to the world below,
while I hold out my hands to heaven.
We implore you, Zeus, if still you mean to help,
help us now before it is too late.                                          500
How often have I called! In vain, my labors.
For death is on us like necessity.
Our lives, old friends, are but a little while,
so let them run as sweetly as you can,
and give no thought to grief from day to day.
For time is not concerned to keep our hopes,                        505
but hurries on its business, and is gone.
You see in me a man who once had fame,
who did great deeds; but fortune in one day
has snatched it from me as though a feather.                        510
Great wealth, great reputation! I know no man
with whom they stay. Friends of my youth, farewell.
You took your last on him who loved you well.
(Megara suddenly catches sight of Heracles
approaching from a distance.)
Megara
Look, Father! My dearest! Can it be?
Amphitryon
I cannot say. I dare not say, my child.                                  515
Megara
It is he, whom we heard was under earth,
unless some dream comes walking in the light.
A dream? This is no dream my longing makes!
It is he, Father, your son, no other!
Run, children, fasten to your father's robes                         520
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